BYRON
other hand it is almost incredible that Byron should
have been satisfied without this most practical proof
of her subjugation. Whatever the truth may be, it is
certain that some time in the summer they went
through an odd mock marriage ceremony, exchanging
rings and writing mutual vows in a book which they
signed Byron and Caroline Byron.
Indeed, every stage of their passionate pilgrimage
was marked by some theatrical gesture. Caroline was
chiefly concerned to parade her tremendous conquest
before the world. Throughout all the brilliant
crowding activities of the London season, between the
red festooned curtains of an opera box, amid the dia-
dems and bare shoulders of a ball, driving round the
park in the level evening sunshine, the lowering dark
head and the ecstatic blonde one were conspicuous,
side by side. They left every party together in Byron's
carriage; if by chance only he was invited, Caroline
would hang about outside among the link-boys to
greet him with demonstrative ardour when he came
out. She also created scandal by appearing at unex-
pected moments in his rooms, imperfectly disguised as
a page, in a plumed hat, silver-laced jacket and tight
scarlet pantaloons. He, for his part, ran through all the
gamut of the Byronic attitudes: was by turns enig-
matic, passionate, mocking and tragic. Sitting in her
room, he would deckim with melodramatic desola-
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